Troubles of this World: 


Noi Cheap bee poor Mens Labour; 


2 with a Line of Conifortable Conſolation, to 
Chear up our Drooping Hearts, in a time of Trouble. 


To the Tune of, The Spinning Tupel. Licenſed accoꝛding to Oper 


1 Et honelt Tradeſmen now attend, @UTheſinffesof 8 now are fed, 
1 and bear a mourkul part with me, And gloomy Clouds with grief appear; Y 
It is to pou thele lines J 8 Binte times are hard, and Tradeing dead, 
Jo to condole our Milery and e'ry thing exceffive dear, ; 
A ſee the times which "94 me weep, Which makes ſome thouſands ſigh and wæp, 


| . Here's nought but * Mens Labour cheap. T 88 but * Mens Labour TOP. 
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Some Perſons; that was free togive . 
- Relief to their yo Friends of late, 
- Do hardly now know how to lte, 
— The Taxes being grown ſo great; 
Since things are dear their own they'll key, 
There's nought but poor Mens Labour cheap. 


From fozreign Lands all Merchandiſe, 
As Linnen, Silks, Fruit, Sugar, Spice, 
They to the Nation Sezrow rice, 

And to a vaſt excollive pyice , . 
due have juſt cauſe to ſigh and wiep, 
Here's nought but poor Mens Labour cheap. 


Thoſe that have thouſanvs tying by, 
WillHardly now the Pooz regard, 
Tell them vour griek, and they reply sg 
That Trading's dead, and Times are hard, 
And therefoze what they have they they H keep, 
There's nought but poor Mens Labour cheap. 


The WMozking⸗man map pinch and ſpare, 
To bzing the wearz Wek about, 
At length there comes another care, 
Hod he wall lay bis Mony ont; 
Since at a pꝛite all things they kep, 
There's naught but poor Mens Labour cheap, 


*Tis to be fear Nthat ſome there are, 
Nuho do in private make their moan, 
Dppreft with Poverty and Care; 
Pet tannot make their ſorow known; 
Ml things at a high pꝛite they kep, 
Fhere*snought but poor Men Labour's cheap. 


There's not a Loaf of Bead we buy, 
Bur coſts a double pꝛice oꝛ mare, 
Df what it went at fozmerly, | 
Now this muſt needs oppzeſs the pooz,. 
„And give them taule to figh and wep, 
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There's nought but poor Mens Labour cheap Here's none but Sorrows, Grief: and Care, 


We de in Country, Court, ox Tomn⸗ 
The rich will {mall.Compaſſion ſhow, - 
Upon their ſoꝛrows they will frown, 
Ok thele that are but mean and low; 


Typote things J kr which makes me wep;- 


There's nought but poor Mens Labour cheap. 


The rich Men they, tontinuallp, f | 
Kun down the poo2 Mens Tabdur skill, 
If he'll not wozk ſo, Craft they try, 
Begon, we know another will; 
Anpthus rhe pooz in awe they kep, | 
There's nothing but their Labour cheap. 


The Wozking:man he fitait complics,. 
Becauſe of his young Thildzen (mall, 
Foz half a Loaf of Bzead he crys, 
Js better far than none at all; 
Berauſe he hath a charge to keep, | 
He's forc?d to Work and Labour cheap. 


When little Babes crys koz relſek, 
The one koꝛ Bzead, the other Ber, 
There cannot be a greater Gziek, 
To tender loving Parents dear, 
Than koz to hear them make their moan, 
For Bread, perhaps, when they have none. 


* 


Alas; too well, we underſtand, | 
What cauſes all our Gziek and Care, 
It is the Wars by Sea and Land, 
| Alas; Alas, who can kozbear, ” 
In thele hard times, to ſigh and weep, 
There's nonght but poor Mens Labour cheap: 


Tet'g p2ay to: God, intreat Him ſtll, 
To lok upon our Gtief and Pain, 

And it it be his bleſſed Will, 
To lend the Nation Peace again; 

Foz while thcſe Wars and Troullis are, 


at the Angel in. Guilt pur · Kreer. 
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